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sitting, and he proposed that we should go in. I had not been able to get over my dislike of wine; but out of friendship I followed him.
I may mention that at this time a cavalry soldier's belt had no hook, so that when he went on foot he had to hold the scabbard of his sword in the left hand, letting the point trail on the ground. This made a clatter and gave a roystering air, which was quite enough to make me adopt the fashion. But behold, as I entered the garden the end of my scabbard touched the foot of a gigantic horse-artilleryman who was taking his ease stretched out on his chair, his legs in front of him. The horse-artillery (or £ flying-artillery' as it was then called) had been formed, at the beginning of the Revolutionary wars, of volunteers from the grenadier companies ; and the opportunity had been taken to get rid of some of the more disorderly from the regiments. The £ gallopers' were therefore renowned for their courage, and for their love of a quarrel no less. The man whom my sabre had touched said to me in a stentorian voice and a very majestic tone : i You hussar, your sword trails far too much.' I was going on without taking any notice, when friend Pertelay, touching my elbow, whispered in a low tone: 'Answer him, aCome and pick it up." ' I, to the gunner: c Come and pick it up.' 4 That is easily done,' replied he. Pertelay, prompting me again: t We have got to see that.' Thereupon the gunner —the Goliath, I might say, for he was all six feet high—sat upright with a threatening air. My mentor dashed between him and me. All the artillerymen in the garden at once took their comrade's part; but a crowd of hussars ranged up alongside of Pertelay and myself. Tempers grew hot; all shouted and spoke at once: I quite thought there would be a general scrimmage. The hussars, however, being two to one, were the calmer; and the artillerymen perceived that if swords were drawn they would get the worst of it. So at length the giant was brought to see that in touching his foot with the point of my sword I had in nowise insulted him, and that between us two things need go no further. But in the tumult an artillery bugler some twenty years old had been saying rudeesfc im use in the Swiss regiments of the later Monarchy (Littre).card, first produced in 1815.e gale
